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T © 
HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 


GEORGE, PRINCE OF WALES. 


MAY IT PI EASE TOUR ROYAL HIGHNESS, 

Ne T with more perſonal reſpe& and becoming 
huraility than real regard, 1 beg leave to expreſs my moſt grateful 
ſenſe or your Rov1l 15! ass great coudeſcenſion, in the acceptance 
of the follov. ing Por vr. -a the antient Perfian habit, plain, fim- 
ple, and unadorned; c inew itſelt, how vnequal to this honour : 
vet the greater will apy var your princely encouragement to ſcience, 
and literature, in patronizing fo inferior a work, which has nothing 


but its ſincerity to recomme:d it. 


May you, great Prince, with your Royal Brothers, be the firm 
and happy ſupp»: to our moſt gracious Sovereign, in the ſome- 
times painful wc:yhnt of regal cares and duties; with truly filial 
invariahle unity, ſharing with him in the warm and ſteady affec- 


tions of his faithtul fubjeds. 


Nay the divine and iiſinite goedneſs! favour your youth, 
preſerve 12d lengthen your years, that you may follow your Le- 
. loved iatuer's pity, and at a foture period, be as ie is now, 
tlie 


Gir) 


the kind guardian and true ſhepherd of the people. In juſtice to 
my country, I ſhould have added, a people, as humane and brave 
in war, as induſtrious, hoſpitable, and fincere in peace ; and on 


the ſureſt tried principles of tempered liberty, gratitude, and af- 
tection, truly loyal. 


May you in the deareſt of connections, meet a diſpoſition 
as amiable as that of our moſt gracious Queen, and what no 
court or nation will call flattery, or common pancgyric, one of 
the beſt and moſt benevolent of women. 


* His moſt gracious Majeſty has ever won to himſelf the 
warm attachments of his navy and army, in the ſtudious care 
he has ſhewn to the families of thoſe brave officers and men, 
who fell in his and their country's cauſe, in the late war : like- 
wiſe in his honorary and muniticent acknowledgments to thoſe 
invincible defenders of their country who ſurvive. 


So moſt conſpicuous and loved Prince, ſhall your cha- 
racteriſtic liberality and generous promptitude, lead you to many 
intereſting attentions and exemplary acts of benevolence : theſe will 
be the laſting and more than human records of your hiſtory as a 
Prince, which with thoſe of your auſpicious Brothers in their diffe- 


rent 


For thou haſt known, O Cambyſes, that it is not this golden ſceptre which ſhall preſerve 
to you the kingdom, — but faithful friends are the moſt true and ſafeſt ſceptre to kings. 
Cyroped. B. S. 
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rent great and laudible engagements, muſt ever endear you to your 
country : Theſe, ſhould there be a future occaſion, and more 
particularly in the gallant exertions of your Royal Brothers (“ as 


in the immediate perſonal danger of the great Cyrus ; and that of 
our own Henry at the Battle of Agincourt) will prove how 1m- 
portant the grateful aſtections — the ready and devoted ſervices 
of the moſt inferior, yet in the hour of neceſſity, equally brave, 
tried, and loyal ſervants. 


The Arts and Sciences come forward and prepare to ad- 
dreſs you on the approaching celebration. The modeſt mien of 
rcal but undiſcovered merit, faintly preſcnts itſelf among the 
croud, and diffident retircs. The welcome proclamations of 
Peace are perfected by the ſmiles of Heaven, in the bleſſings of 
the year; and the grateful thanks of the poor, precede their 
evening bread. The truly unfortunate, the objects of mercy and 
humanity, fondly exhilirate, and wiſhfully (by the wiſe precau- 
tions, and chriſtian tenderneſs of the Britiſh Senate) perhaps will 
really partake in the common happineſs. Theſe are the ſubjects 


of the following very imperfe&, yet ſincere Eſſays. 


Pardon, 


* And the horſe being wounded and plunging (with the pain) threw Cyrus. Then any one 
might perceive, how eſlimable it is for a Prince to be beloved by his ſoldiers :—for they all 
crying out and ruſhing forward, fought round him :—and in the midſt of the increaſing conteſt, 
a ſervant of Cyrus leaped down, and lifted him upon his own horſe. 

Cy roped, B. 7. 


See likewiſe the inſtance of David Gam, &c, &c, in Henry Vth. 
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Pardon, * benign Prince, the prolixity of this Addreſs, as 
well as the Poem and Notes: Brevity is ſweet, and Hiſtory abounds 
with its beauties ; but where the heart is concerned, and I may 
have but this opportunity of exprefiing my eſteem and gratitude 
to your Royal Highneſs, and my love to my Country, the parting 
is reluctant ;—and as the far journeying pilgrim looks frequently 
back on ſome hoſpitable manſion, where he has been Kindly re- 
ceived, and kneeling on the ſands, bleſſes as he leaves; fuch is 
the impreſſion of your Royal Higlineſs's moſt kind and unmerited 
patronage of this my firſt publication; ſuch is the humble part 
in the united praycrs, for the happineſs and long continued bleſſings 
of the preſent Family on the Throne ' 


of 
MAY IT PLAN YOUR ROY AL HIGHNESS, 
| Jour moſt faithful, 
Maſt obliged, and 
Devoted Servant, 


Tus AUTHOR. 


® Santis ſuper, e me b-pignitas tua 
Ditavit ; Hos. 


j 


#] 


PART TK F1TR ST; 


Verum amo... 


OH! nature! aid my with ! could I but firing 
My ruſtic harp, with chords, like thoſe which ſtrung 
ad 


Great Pindar's lyre;—when Hiero bade him ſing 
And fam'd Olympia with its echos rung. 


Could I but ſtrike like him the tuneful wire 
With magic force! to diſtant times I'd give, 
Virtucs, which now as grateful joys inſpire, 


And equal with the Grecian games ſhould live: 


Yet 


B 


FR 
© 
— 


Vet gen' rous Prince! accept the humble ſong, 
It's ſimple truth ho little help'd by art! 
Theſe winding ſtreams, theſe woodland ſecnes among, 


This the warm with of th' aſfection'd heart, 


I ſee thee bending from thy princely carr, 
Not as incircled with th* Olympic prize; 
Or bornc in triumph from the recent war, 


While confluent welcomes from the pcople rite ; 


Yet equal joys thy pcaccful boſom bleſs, 
Stooping to view the works which genius ſhews ; 
Now turning where mild virtue in diſtrets, 


Bathtul behind, would hide its ſecret wocs. 


* O truly great !—Iumanity's thy crown; 
In double ftreams thy gen'rous teelings roll; 
Bleſt are thoſe wants, wiuch to thy fire arc known, 


While pity's love enwraps thy mother's ſoul. 


* 

Tho 

* At vetò cum aliquid clementer, manſuete, juſte, moderate, favienter factum, 
6066 +400: 6 „ „rt 4 Aut legimus : d tho incendintu, "ne; } 0d in geftts 


rebus, ſed etium in fictis, ut eooſige, quos nunquam vidimus, Alger. 


Cictko's Os Ar. 


C3 7 


Tho far ſrom royal paths, from courts tho' far, 


Thcſc ſounds, like fome ſweet diſtant Clarion ſhrill, 


With artlaſs culogics oft glad the ear, 


While anſw'ring cchos paſs from hill, to hill. 


What vary'd beauty in each Iſland blows ; 
Yet beauty adds not to the Bee's tweet ſtore; 
But what ex/ending virtues has the role, 


How charm and add freſh beauty to the flow'r.. 


Such 15 the private worth, that oft at cve, 
In ſwecteſt meditation loves to ſtrav; 
Bids tome poor cottage glad' ming aids receive, 


Ye royal fair ! hat bleſs the clofins day. 


— YE ru 11 


* 


Verum volo dici mihi; Mendacem odi. 


HAIL Britain's heir! hail gen'rous youth ! 
Oh! hear theſc clear ſounds thro? the vale, 
Tis virtue, *tis the ce of truth, 


That warbics in thc morning gale. 


Tho' ſoſt'ning pleaſures lur'd awhile, 
Yet wiſdom * wou'd not leave thee long, 
In vain thoſe blandiſhments now ſmile ; 


In vain the Syren's tempting ſong. 


And who wou'd more of youth require? 
Some Stoic by no paſſions mov'd; 
Who never knew thy native fire, 


Or nature's conflicts ever prov'd. 


But now thoſe early trials ceaſe, 
And heav'n ! inviting, bids thee give 
Protection to the works of Peace: 


Hence ſhall cach art reviving live. 


* Vide Telemachus. 


Whence 
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Whence taſting every ſolid joy, 
The bleſt affections can beſtow ; 
Thoſe pure delights, which cannot cloy, 


But from the heav'nly fountain flow! 


Ere long, ſome good, ſome lovely fair, 
Shall to thy ſoul ſweet bliſs convey; 
The ſteady ſhaft flies thro' the air, 


While the light pinions quiv'ring play. 


O'er parting ſeas thy brothers come, 


Thy pleas'd, thy yearning arms extend ; 


Thy heart beats quick, to welcome home ; 


The brother mingling with the * friend. 


Celeſtial Peace ! her ſweeter voice, 
By thee prefer'd to war's dire ſound ; 
Conqu'rors might own thy happier choice ; 
Env'ing the wreath, that thou haſt found. 


Precedent 


* Vide Niſſus & Eurylus, Virg. En. B. 9, v. 424 to 444- 
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Precedent to th* approaching morn, 
The gates of war conſenting cloſe ; 
Now ſkip ye little flocks, when ſhorn ; 
Ye ſhepherds, fearleſs now repoſe. 


How fair ſome future page ſhall ſhew, 
Thy budding worth, full blooming there ; 


** Twas thine to pity others woc! 


Twas thine in others grief to ſhare ! 


Not to increaſe the mourner's tears, 
With war's impet'ous, ruſhing fame ; 
+ Or urge a panting nation's fears, 


With that worſt fever of aname : 


But 


* 11 When the ear heard vue, then it bleſſed me ; and when the eye ſaw me, 
it gave witneſs to me: 


12 Becauſe I delivered the poor that cried, and the fatherleſs, and im Hat 
bad none to help him. 


13 The bleſſing of him that was ready to periſh came upon me: and I 
cauſed the widow's heart to fing tor joy. 
Job, Ch, xxix. 
t Va qui ædificat civitatem in ſanguinibus. .. .. 


1 


But theſe how happy to forego, 


To bid the friendleſs orphan rife ; 
From darken'd hope aud ſick'ning woc, 


With what bleſt comfort to ſurpriſe ! 


Mid theſe Joſt Genius? gliſt'ning eye, 
Swims with affected gratitude ; 
Now caſts oppreſſive ſorrow by, 


From thce with happier veſt indu'd. 


In 


* Oh! thou ! who heard the Child of Hagar cry, 
And ſaw him fainting where the land was dry; 
Who knew the Mother's anguiſh and diſtreſs, 

And ſhew'd her water in the wilderneſs : 

Oh! ever hear the ſighs of hapleſs youth! 


Whoſe only riches is their boſor's truth ; 
Their Parent, ee, Oh! teach them how to bear 


Their defart path, and ſhew them mercy there. 
Chcar with y love! their patient virtues keep, 
And give unthought of bl:ſings while they weep. 


Poem on Genius, from a Manuſcript, 


C.J 


In thee the gentle arts ſhall find, 


A patron great as thy lov'd fire ; 
Pleas'd ſhall he ſee thy youthful mind, 
Theſe fruits of Peace anew inſpire, 


PART 


Pacatumque reget patriis virtutibus orbem. 
Virg. Poll, 


N OR is it adulation, or vain praiſe, 
What * Barry's nervous pencil waits to prove ; 
For Minſtrels hence ſhall tune their tweetelt lays, 


And the pleas'd Huſbandmen in ſecret love. 


+ Inſtead of maddeſt Furies with the brand 
Of veng'ance, waſting all the peaceful grain; 
"Tis thine to heal thoſe harms, and bid the land, 


With emulative growths revive again. 


Inſtead 


* See Barry's fiſth Painting at the Adelphi, with the Explanation, 


17 eee, miſcris heu præſcia longe 
Horreſcunt corda agricolis: 
Vir. En. Lib. 12. V. 
C 
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Inſtead of arms with terrifying found, 
To drive far hence the peaceful villagers ; 
"Tis thine t'invitec th' induſtr'ous ſwains around, 


Thy ſmiles, the farmer to the palm prefers. 


Thou too ſhall mark the modeft v“ bloom, 
Which ſcents the zephyrs wings—yet hides its head; 
Oft from the foaming ſtecd ſhalt placid come, 


T'imhale its ſweetneſs with delighted tread, 


Sweet pocty ! no more ſhall feel ſuch woe, 
Like ſome left ſhecp, o'er friendleſs heaths to roam, 
A ſhepherd prince with kind concern ſhall ſhew, 


Thence, gently leading to a happier home. 


Lo! next in birth, —what grace, what mildneſs pours, 
Like tome fair ſtar, it's pleating, morning light! 
Now Otuaburgh thy pride ;—yct {till he's ours, 


To cver welcome with a new delight, 


1 


1 


Ah ! what twin brothers more affection knew ? 
What parting forrows, taught the muſe to mourn ! 
May time increaſing amity, yet ſtrew, 


And gentle patience ſooth till his return. 


See! ſpringing from the tempeſt-toflen Maſt ! 
An early votary of ocean's fame 
The laurel claims !—his royal parents haſte, 


To claſp ;—how worthy of the azure name ! 


How young! advent'rous in his country's cauſe ; 
Clear ſcience equal decks his glowing mind; 
The warring pow'rs around admiring pauſe ! 


And thou, O Prince, his temples, proud to bind. 


Such are thy Princes Britain, ſuch their love ; 
Twin'd in ſweet friendſhip's bonds, one ſoul inſpires, 
Let theſe the lyre, th' hiſtoric pencil move, 


Let theſe awake the celebrating wires. 
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And 


And now, O Peace ! unſung, of balmy Peace, 
Which makes the genial ray itſelf more dear ; 
Thy pious king, O Britain bids rclcaſe, 


The captive mourners from their Priſons drear. 


Ah! who can tell, but they themſelves, the bliſs! 
When hope breaks firſt upon their ſtricken breaſt ; 
What promis'd joy, to mect tli'ꝰ aſfection'd kits, 
Of Fathers, Mothers, Wives and Children bleſt ! 


Nor docs the gen rous Sv" reign leave to fade, 
The dying Patriots laurcls in the field ; 
But calls thi' ingenious Sculptor to his aid; 


Meantime ſuſpends himſelf the grateful ſhield, 


Unpleaſant 


* He ſmiled me in the (ace, gave me his hand, 
And uith a toeebie gripe tavs, Dear my Lord, 
Commend my Service to my Sovereign, 

So did he tuin, and over Suffolk's neck, 

He threw his wounded arm, and kiſt his lips, 
And fo eſpous'd to death, with blood he teai'd 
A teſtament of noble-ending love, 


Shakeſpear's Henry Vth. 


Sec the whole of the above beautiful Spcech of Exeter, 
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Unpleaſant theme, t' unbind the private wound! 
Yet of their mem'ries, thoſe who bled to ſave 
Their native Ic ! hall now no trace be found:? 


Their country's tears unmoi{Uning now their grave? 


Yes, they di live ;—the *Siſter-arts conſpire, 
And thro? the optic ſenſe thieir worth we ſce; 
+ Yet Oh ! how Joſt ! how ſilent is the lyre! 


O Ihiſtory ! the reſt is left to thee, 


O +1-rtaritss 


» Thc lite excellent CEngray ings as well as Pantinose 


1 „t ee 0:60 quid nia Carmma poilunt, 


Null: 1 0 Vir. 


O tortunatos nimium, ſua fi bona norint, 
Agricolas ! quibus ipſa, procul diſcordibus armis, 


Fundit humo facilem victum julifſima tellus. 


Virg. Georg. Lib. ii. ver. 458. 


COME huſbandry! with ſun-burnt face, 

Yet with a patient, cheerful grace; 
Thine is the circling year; 

"Tis thine to raiſe the harden'd ſoil ; 

To break, and with repcated toil, 


To ſprcad th” increating ear. 


"Tis thine to watch the meadows, blithe, 

What time to whet the tinkling ſithe, 
And throw the meads among ; 

The cottage-hayers haſte to make, 

While yet it ſhines, and with the rake, 


Bring up the clicerful ſong. 


Next, 
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Next, ſoon the harveſt fields are white, 
And now with riper gold invite, 

The tawny reaper's nand; 
Thi rexpers come, and as they wind 
Their courſe, a quite new converſe find, 


To glad their ſocial band. 


Thus ſhall they ſay our labours now, 

Shall honour find, when c'en the plough 
* A Prince's hand ſhall guide; 

Sh Il, with us ſicklemen, unite, 

To oive een harveſt more delight, 


Make toil itſelf our pride. 


The humble Icaſers thankful come, 
To glean, to glad their poorer home, 


And handtuls cloſer preſs; 


The 
See the Hiſtories of China, 


1 


The Farmer views his *plent'ous ſtore ; 
Yea, grateful ſees, and leaves the more, 


Their little hands to blets. 


Ah! ſure I ſce the royal eye, 
With pious fervor lifted high ! 
To ſee this mental reſt ; 
With ſweet benevolence his Queen, 
Smiles on the happy with'd-tor ſcene, 


Delighted, ſccs how bleit ! 


Let thro the Iſles the jocund found, 
From cliii to cliff ott ſportive bound, 
Thus war's dire horrors ccatc ; 
The 


* 32 Thou crowncit the year with thy goodneſs ; and thy clouds drop fatneſs. 


13 They ſhall drop upon the dwellings of the wilderneſs, and the little hill; (hull 
rejoice on every fide 


14 The tolds 0 all be tu of theep ; the vallics alſo ſhall ſtand ſo thick with corn, 
that they thall laugh and ling, 


Pſalm 65. 
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The king in each ſhall equal ſhare, 
And ſhew, it was his neareſt care, 


* His with his pcople's peace. 


Now commerce, ſafe unfurl thy fails, 
Prepare to meet the fav'ring gales, 
That waft thy friendly ſtores ; 
For ev'ry country now ſhall meet, 
Ye Britiſh Ifles ! on terms how ſweet ! 


While Peace each bleſſing pours. 


Yet, mid theſe happy tranſports, pauſe, 


O Britain, grateful own the cauſe! 


That power ! from whence 'tis given ; 
D War 
* xa Printer ayalog 5x ei pore Ts taurs ln xadas Wporrnxui ann” & 
xu av BaTMEYN, TE'TUS EvIarueovicer ar Ein | 


Quodque rex egregius, non fi ſuæ tantum vitæ bene præſit, ſed iis etiam, 
quibus imperat, auctor telicitatis fit ? —— 


Xeneph. Mem, Socr, Dict, Book iii. Ch. 2, 
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War is from paſſions ſet on fire, 
Ambition, luſt, revenge inſpire, 


But peace deſcends from heav'n ! 


How ſweetly now, does ev'ning ſtill, 
The penſive mind delighted fill, 

The ruſtic carols near ; 
The lowing kine along the mead, 
And you ye gentle flocks at feed, 


Ye rural ſccnes how dear ! 


Kind nature ! not a plant that grows, 

On hill, in vale ; or flower that blows, 
But health, or beauty yields ; 

O Temp'rance ! teach us to enjoy ! 

(For now no fed'ral hoſts annoy, ) 
Theſe native wilds, theſe fields : 


Oft 
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Oft think, ye Villagers, and know, 
"hence you your recent ſafety owe, 
* And now, each tranquil home; 
Swect echo ! from the woodlands tell, 
Tho' ev'ry vale, thy ſweet notes ſwell, 


Whence theſe calm bleſſings come. 


Come they not from that ſapphire throne ! 

That pure, exhauſtleſs fount ! alone? 
Which, as the filent dew 

Refreſhes every herb and flow'r, 

So does that all-uniting power ! 


The love of Peace renew. 


4+. Shall theſe not reach each mouinful cell; 
O England ! former times wou'd tell 
Of thy humanity ! 
D 2 * Shall 


* — d ſi pudica muliec, in partem, juvet 
Domurn, atque dulces liberos, 


Hor. ode 2d. Vitæ ruſticæ laudes. 
+ Men of the nobleſt diſpolitions think themfelves happieſt, when others ſhare with 
them in their happincſs. 


Biſkop Tay lor. 
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Shall not, ye Senators! prevail 
A brother's woe ? ſhall pity, fail 


For pangs ! we do not fee ? 


Us'ry may frown, may graſp his chain, 

Oppreſſion cv'ry nerve may ſtrain 
Their victims to confine ; 

But ſhould the Prince a ſigh infuſe ! 

Juſtice wou'd lean, Mercy excuſe, 


And Pow'r his keys reſign. 


4. E'en now I ſee compaſſion's glow, 
Now, almoſt, hear thoſe periods flow, 


Which ſpeak the Britiſh tires ; 


Now 


* ——rchieve the oppreſs' , judge the Fatherleſs, plead for the Widow. 
Iſaiah, Ch. i. V. 17. 


7 A z<«v Commandment I give unto you, That ye love one another ; as { have loved 
vou, that ye allo love one another, 


John, Ch, xili. V. 34. 


( 21 ) 


Now kindling ſympathies unite ; 
Thc. rather's boſom to delight 


* With what the fon inſpires. 


O Genius wake ! be faint no more, 

In ſpirit wake, and language pour, 
From cv'ry glowing ven ; 

O ſnatch the pencil ! ſnatch the lyre ! 

Let th' all-bright'ning theme inſpire 


Which gilds your fov'reign's reign, 


To add to theſe a purer zeſt, 
My country! be one truth unreſt, 


Tos tirm to glide away ;— 


* I: rot i he purer of a gaod man to refuſe making another happy, where he 


has both abi. y aud opportunity, 


Spectator, 
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Not ſoon, that good! that guardian hand! 
+ That ſpread paternal o'er the land ; 
Can loſe the light of day. 


May lively gratitude preſerve ! 
Religion ! ſhicld each youthful nerve, 
From light, deſtructive joys ; 
Like Rome,—ah ! read !—while vleſt with Peace, 
O Britain, if thy virtues ccaſe, 


Tis Britain, that deſtroys. 


PART 


* Can a woman forget her ſucking child, that ſhe ſhould not have compaſſion on the 
ſon of her womb? Yea, they may torget, yet will I not forget thee. 


Ifaiah, Ch. xlix. V. 15. 


1 nemo mirari debeat, humana concilia, divina neceſſitate eff» ſuperata. 
Cicero's Orat. 


Metus hoſtilis in bonis artibus civitatem (Romam) retinebat. Sed ubi farmile 
illa mentibus decellit ; illicet ea, quæ ſecundæ res amant, laſcivia, atque ſuperbia 
ance(/Hes | 


Salluft : in bello Jugurth. 


$ Remoto Carthaginis metu, ſublatique imperii æmula, non gradu, ſed preecipits cur- 
fa A virtute deutum, ad vitia eranſcurſums 


V. Pater. Lib. ii. C. 1. 


PART THE T HIR D. 


* Maxagio' of tenyoves* 


DiGcREssIVE theſe fond numbers flow, 

Yet oh ! my country, how much more I owe : 
And who are they whoſe + boſoms do not feel, 
The warmeſt wiſhes for their country's weal ? 
Few, few I wean, how many yet, more kind, 


Fieel the true j charity for all mankind. 


* Matt, Ch. v. Verſe 5th. 


))) y OTE ceelumque 
Aſpicit, et dulces moriens reminiſcitur Argos. 


Virg. En. Lib. x. V. 782. 
3 6/47» Lyve. I Cor, Ch. 1 3 


Are 
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Are not both his, whoſe “ ſhafted praiſe I ſing? 
Which, as ſoit zephyrs wake th' Holian ſtring ; 
So my rapt botum as it glides along, 


Feels injypiracion urge ti uataught ſong. 


* Pindar. 


ODE. 


I. 


PRO D Chanticlcer now flaps his wings, 

And winds his rural horn ; 

While warbling up, near “ *Heav'n's gate” ſings, 
The grateful bird of morn : 

Loſt in the purer air, 

His ſhrill notes ſcarce heard there, 

+ ** Sweet is the breath of morn.” 

Aurora with her roſ-ate hue, 

+ Smiles in the vale, and lights the ſpangl dew. 
The air is fill'd with nature's harmony !— 

Yet 'ere ſwect quireſters ! their matins end, 

And darting leave the ſky, 

Awake! O muſe, once more aſcend; 


Is not the morning nigh ? 


E Dear 
* Shakeſpeare's Cymbeline. + Milton's Paradiſe Loſt. 


+ thou that makeſt che out- goings of the morning and evening to praile thee, 
Pſalm, lxv. V. 8. 


IT. 
Dear morn ! on which thy gen'rous worth, 
To ble(s thy Britain ſprung to birth, ' 
When lo! deſcend on happy embatiy 
Moeck willom, gentle truth, 
'T attend thy liſt'ning youth, 
VWhicre mect, —bleſt ſymphonics! the people's joy! 
Clhaplets of amaranthine bloom! 
Enwove with cv'ry ſweet perfume— 


What crowd3, inveſted from their native loom; 


Thy father's ſubjects lov'd by thee. — 
Now form tli' harmonious choir, 
Strike, ſtrike the tuncful wire. 


And ſing the ſongs of ſwecteſt minſtrelſey. 


III. 
Dil not 1 hear a ſcraph's voice? 
Did not th' angclic harps rcjoice ? 
Like heav'nly dew what acts—humane, 


Require ah ! me! a ſeraph's ſtrain ! 


Hark ! 
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Hark ! the bleſt mandate vocal flows, 
Haſtes ſwitt, —how healing to the “ debtor's woes! 
Loſt in corroding grief, 

E'en time brings no relief; 

Deep wounded with deſpair, 

Scarce reſignation teaches how to bear : 
When lo! the mafiy doors unfold, — 
But oh ! when firſt their liberty 1s told, 
What tranſport, quick appears ! 

With almoſt unbelicving cars! 

What breathlcts thrills ; 

What pleaiing chills ; 

What ſceret joys ; 

What grate ful extacics; 


And oh ! how ſwect, the long untaſted air. 


IV. 
The free, the happy, little know 


How kind the morning's balmy wings! 


E 2 But 


Remember them that are in bonds, as bound with them; and them which ſuffer 
adverſity, as being yourſelves alſo in the body. 


Heb. Ch. xill, V. 3 


( 28 ) 


But to tli' cnfranchs'd ſons of woe, 

What comiort, ev'ry zephyr brings! 

Divine benevolence ! ah! fee tlic come, 

They leave awhile their happy home, 

To bend the pious knee; 

To heav'n ! their pray'rs addreft. 

Then ſecking of thy pity ing breaſt 

* With kindeſt looks on thee ! 

Warm from their inmoſt heart one wiſh they ſhare, 


O Prince of—each like bliſs ! be thou the equal heir. 


V. 
The faithful wife with gladneſs wild, 
Prefiing her youngeſt, infant child, 
Points to thy form benign q 
(Where conſcious pleaſures ſhine) 
Her other children round her cling, 
As the fond brood, —the mother's wing, 


Streteoliin 8 


Of all language there is none ſo expteſſive, ſo lively, or pathctic, as the obs 
ef the poor aud iriendleſs towards their benefactors, 


Ab natura, 


( 29 ) 


Stretching their little arms, —liſp—“ is'nt that he” 
& Yes my dear babes 'tis him” the cries, 

„is he who glads your eager eyes, 

The prince! who ſet your father free, 


Cc 
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He ſpake, the ſenate liſt'ning his deſire, 


* 


Bade on this morn ! each drooping lite reſpire, 
„Hundreds immur'd in equal wretchedneſs, 

«© Ah! bleſſed morn ! for ever dear, 

*© To us the brighteſt of the beaut'ous year; 

„ Which bids their willing toils, us and their country bleſs,” 
Silent the liberated 1 ſtands, 

With eyes declin'd, yet claſp'd his fervent hands; 

Down his pale checks the tears expreſhive roll, 


Hs: turns to hide the emotions of his foul. 


VI. 
Paticiit for theſe, O muſe conclude 
Win trndelt wiſhes rais'd o high !. 
Sweet is the ſong of gratitude ! 
O time 


O time let this plulanthrophy ! 
A little while thy ſwift wings ſtay, 


And when 'tis ſorrow fly. 


VII. 
E*cn now what ſecret * odours rife ! 
Now mount, now mingle with the ikies 
Now reach ſublime that ſacred hight ! 
Far, far beyond the human fight, 
Above the human mind! 
+ Theſc are the carneſt pray'rs that bleſs, 


'T 1c friend of ſorrow and diſtrets ; 


Inſtant 


* —— hibentes uniuſqte citharae, et phialas aurcas, plenas odoramentorum, quæ 


ſunt orationes ſanctorum. 


Apoch, Ch. v. V. 8. 
＋ Yer there the towly poritent ſincere, 
The exile's moans, the willou's rear, 
The modc: poor, their patient need, 
The orphan ſtranger's wors that bleed, 
Their ſighs acceptance find ; | Fialm Ch. iz. V. 
WW vc pie ſhows ſpurn, | 
Vet itill tie altars burn ; 
1 he inc reer of humble worth, 
Lſtcem'd, belov'd in heav'n, tho? little reck'd on carth. 


7. ph. Ch. iii. V. 12. 


2 In carecre cram, et veniilis ad me. 
Mt. Ch. AV. Y, 39, 


1 


Inſtant as told, who heard their cry, 
And ſceing not a comfort nigh, 
* Himiclt flew ſwift on pity's wings to heal, 
O Prince! tis thine for cry wound to feel: 
And O belov'd, theſe, theſe alone. 
Shall tweetly plead before th' Almighty Throne! 
+ Tohit thy ever- friendly breaſt, 
From carth's deceits, to heav'n's emboſom'd reſt. 
Scc ! the delighted cherubs ſpeed; 
Now, twiiter than the {wittelt winds, they ſpread 
Unſcen, their guardian ſhields ; 
Their phalans glitCring or the tenting ſields; 
Tliere ready to defend, 
From cv'ry futwre i, Britain thy ſuture friend. 
Say 
© \"orthy minds deny themſ-1res many advantages to ſatisfy a gen'rous benevolence, 


. hieh they bearto their friends in diſtres, 
Spectator. 


+ In pectore amicus non iu atrio quæritur. Illo recip.cndus eſt, illic retinendus, 
dt 1£::1us recondendus, 
Seneca. 
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VIII. 


Say thou virtue loving muſe, 

Shall not-that youthful boſom find, 

Rewards as ſweet, returns as kind, 

As thoſe which he reſtorcs ? 

What lov'd princeſs, left to chuſe, 

Wou'd not ſuch gen'rous worth approve ; 

What king a ſon, a prince like ours, 

To bleſs with virt'ous love? 

Sweet as the dew, on *FHeormon's balmy height; 


Such is the joy; when thus whole realms unite. 


IX. 
Or why 'mid wearing toil we lee, 
Immix'd with ſparing poverty, 
Such calm content, and calc ? 


Why do thofe trials pleaſe ? 


* Vide Plaine, 


Sa 
«i - 


( 33 ) 


Say, do not ſweet affections bind, 
Attuning plead, from mind, to mind, 
And ſhew the way to peace. 

(Theſe how inſtructive from the 7hrone, 
This love, this peace, how all their own) 
The Muics now anticipate the joy, 


When heav'n ſhall realize this phantaſy. 


X. 


Ah! ſce, in innocence array'd, 

The lovely, meck, ccleftial maid ! 
The gentle, mind, the tender form ; 
Wich ev'ry modeſt, Uluthing charm. 


How ihrink the wanton Ievitic-, 


I fow 
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How vanity, how * folly flics, 

To the concealing veil of night ; 

Unable long to bear the bcaut'ous light, 

Of thy ſuperior choice! 

How thall the dear example teach, 

How wide the living precept reach, 

Nor longer ſhall reſolving, foreign art, 

Its baneful influence impart, 

*Tis virtue calls !\——they hear her clear, firm voice, 


O Albion * thy white cliiis,—how echo, how rejoices 


XI. 
Tho' rude the ſong, yet gen'rous prince, receive 
The with ſincere, 'tis all the rauſe can give. 


Religion thanks you! gentle Minſters ring 


Their matin-bell, and as they chanting ting ; 
Along 
* Hence all the trivial Pleaſures of the crowd, 
Fo:ly's vain revel, and that treach'rous art 
Which captivates the gay, or ſoothe the proud, 
And fteals cach better purpoſe trom the kearr, 


Netley Abbey. 


. 
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Lo yea, all thy foul Folds dear, 
With roofo prefer: O hcav'n ! propitious bleſs 


ien, with onalefs haf pineſs ! 
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